In exasperation, I endeavoured not so much to inform
myself as to confound Vahmdra
'What age would the Baron have been when you knew
him?'
He hesitated a little.
The Mongols do not reckon a man's age in the same
way as we do *
'But what would you say?'
The soul is immortal It reincarnates itself It might be
a thousand years old'
cBut what age was Ungcrn's body when you knew
him?'
In his harsh, smg-song accent, the monk replied
'He was a man of middle age He might have been
fifty*
This time I had got him  He was about fifteen years out
Vahmdra must have realized that he had made a slip
His replies became more and more wavering
During his pauses I had time to study the room It
contained a brass double bed, with two pillows, a ward-
robe with a mirror, two nck<ty chaus, a grey-blue
flowered rug, wall-paper with red and gold flowus, and
an imitation white-marble chimney-piccc, surmounted by
a tarnished mirror The usual dneci grasses and family
portraits were missing on the mantel, which was coveted
with a cloth Upon it two candles, such as you buy at
cigar-stores burnt in front of a bust of Buddha, whose
enigmatic smile had been fashioned m a Leipzig mould.
Picture postcards were stuck up all round it, representing
Napoleon as a lieutenant, Napoleon as consul, Napoleon
as emperor, Napoleon as a corpse
Vahmdra questioned me in his turn, cautiously but
adroitly But I had no further use for him In a brothel,
with a litre of alcohol in his belly, he would doubtless
have plenty to say in the way of bragging and lying. Let
him keep his stones for journalists I got up
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